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which had been haunting him so long, was still more
real than this sudden actuality. He longed to make
everything stand still, knowing only too well that it was
all flowing away from him. Every photograph that
leaped on to the screen and then leaped away again was
nibbling at the evening. Very soon the programme
would be completing its circle, and she would be want-
ing to go, and it would be all over. Turgis felt all this,
even if he did not find phrases to express it, so that he
was not completely and perfectly happy. He was, as we
have seen, a born lover, and a romantic, and what he
wanted at heart was not ordinary human happiness, but
a golden immortality, a balcony seat high above Time
and Change.
"You can come back and have some supper, if you
like," said Miss Golspie casually, when they descended
into the gloom of Maida Vale again. "You can help me
to make it. I'm hungry, aren't you?"
He was hungry, and if she didn't mind, he would like
to help her with supper. He could have shouted for joy
at the thought that he had not to leave her yet, that the
evening was being thus magically extended. All the way
back, they talked about pictures and film actors and
actresses they liked and disliked, and as there was not
really much difference in their points of view, for they
both went to the films in search of an amorous dream
life and the mere difference of sex only added spice to
the discussion, they got on very well indeed. After the
fog, the room at 4A seemed richer and cosier then ever,
and as Turgis helped to put odds and ends of food,
mostly out of tins, on the little table in front of the fire,
he felt as it he had wandered into a glorious film.
''Can you mix a cocktail?" asked Lena.

